ヘルマン劇における「階級」と「ジェンダー」 ─The Little Foxes（1939）を中心に─ by 奥脇 栄子
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1.はじめに






























































1. The living room of the Giddens house, in a small town in the deep South, 
the Spring of 1900... The room is lit by a center gas chandelier and 
painted china oil lamps on the tables. Against the wall is a large piano. 
Down-stage, right, are a high couch, a large table, several chairs. Against 
the left back wall are a table and several chairs. Near the window there 
are a smaller couch and tables. The room is good-looking, the furniture 
expensive; but it reflects no particular taste. Everything is of the best and 











2. New York apartment where we visited several times a week, the summer 
cottage where we went for a visit each year as the poor daughter and 
granddaughter, made me into an angry child and forever caused in me a 
wild extravagance mixed with respect for money and those who have it. 
The respectful periods were full of self-hatred and during them I always 
made my worst mistakes. But after The Little Foxes was written and put 
away, this conflict was to grow less important, as indeed, the picture of 













3. The Newhouse apartment held the upper-middle-class trappings, in touch 
of things and in spirit of people, that never manage to be truly stylish. 






4. Regina: ...I’m going to live in Chicago. I’ve always wanted to. And now 
there’ll be plenty of money to go with... I’m going to Chicago. And when 
I’m settled there and know the right people and the right things to buy- 
because I certainly don’t now- I shall go to Paris and buy them. (Laughs) 




5. Regina: There’ll be millions, Birdie, millions. You know what I’ve always 
said when people told me we were rich? I said I think you should either 
be a nigger or a millionair. In between, like us, what for? (Laughs. Looks 
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ジェイクについてこう記している。─“Her children, her servants, all of her 
relatives except her brother Jake were frightened of her, and so was I.（Hellman, 






葉─“So, you’ve got spirit after all. Most of the rest of them are made of sugar 






6. Ben (Softly, sincerely). Yes, that’s true. (Turns to Ben) The whole town 
loved him and respected him. 
Alexandra (turns). Did you love him, Uncle Oscar? 
Oscar. Certainly, I ─ What a strange thing to ask! I ─
Alexandra. Did you love him, Uncle Ben?
Ben (Simply). He had ─
Alexandra (suddenly starts to laugh very loudly). And you, Mama, did 
you love him, too?
Regina. I know what you feel, Alexandra, but please try to control 
yourself....
Ben (as he passes ALEXANDRA, smiles). Alexandra, you’re turning out to 
be a right interesting girl. (Looks at REGINA) Well, good night all. (He 




















7. Birdie (warmly, delighted with the unexpected interest). I should like to 
have Lionnet back. I know you own it now, but I’d like to see it fixed up 
again, the way Mama and Papa had it... (speaking very rapidly, tensely). 
My family was good and the cotton on Lionnet’s fields was better, Ben 
Hubbard wanted the cotton and (Rises) Oscar Hubbard married it for me. 
He hasn’t smiled at me since. Every body knew that’s what he married me 
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for. (ADDIE rises) Everybody but me. Stupid, stupid me. (Hellman, The 











8. In fact, she was a sweet eccentric, the only upper middle-class woman I
have ever known who had not rejected the middle class-that would have
been an act of will- but had skipped it altogether. She liked a simple life
and simple people, and would have been happier, I think, if she had stayed
in the backlands of Alabama riding wild on the horses she so often talked
about, not so lifelong lonely for the black men and women who had






























9. HALE. ...I said, “How do, Mrs. Wright, it’s cold, ain’t it?” And she said,
“Is it?”─and went on kind of pleating at her apron. Well, I was surprised; 
－ 164－ － 165－
she didn’t ask me to come up to the stove, or to set down, but just sat 
there, not even looking at me, so I said, “I want to see John.” And then she
─ laughed. I guess you would call it a laugh. I thought of Harry and the 
team outside, so I said a little sharp: “Can’t I see John?” “No,” she says, 
kind o’ dull like. “Ain’t he home?” says I. “Yes,” says she, “he’s home.” 
“Then why can’t I see him?” I asked her, out of patience. “‘Cause he’s 
dead,” says she. “Dead?” says I. She just nodded her head, not getting a 
bit excited, but rockin’ back and forth. “Why─where is he?” says I, not 
knowing what to say. She just pointed upstairs─ like that (himself 






10. MRS. PETERS (to the other woman). Oh, her fruit; it did freeze. (To the 
Lawyer). She worried about that when it turned so cold. She said the fire’d 
go out and her jars would break. 
SHERIFF. Well, can you beat the women! Held for murder and worryin’ 
about her preserves. 
COUNTY ATTORNEY. I guess before we’re through she may have 
something more serious than preserves to worry about.
HALE. Well, women are used to worrying over trifles. (The two women 
move a little closer together.) 
COUNTY ATTORNEY (with the gallantry of a young politician). And 
yet, for all their worries, what would we do without the ladies? (The 
women do not unbend. He goes to the sink, takes dipperful of water from 
the pail and, pouring it into a basin, washes his hands. Starts to wipe 
them on the roller towel, turns it for a cleaner place.) Dirty towels! (Kicks 
his foot against the pans under the sink.) Not much of a housekeeper, 
would you say, ladies? MRS. HALE (stiffly). There’s a great deal of work 









11. MRS. HALE. She─come to think of it, she was kind of like a bird herself
─real sweet and pretty, but kind of timid and─fluttery. How─she─did
─change. (Silence; then as if struck by a happy thought and relieved to 








































12. MRS. HALE. I might have known she needed help! I know how things 
can be─for women. I tell you, it’s queer, Mrs. Peters. We live close 
together and we live far apart. We all go through the same things─ it’s all 
just a different kind of the same thing. (Brushes her eyes, noticing the 
bottle of fruit, reaches out for it.) If I was you, I wouldn’t tell her her fruit 
was gone. Tell her it ain’t. Tell her it’s all right. Take this in to prove it to 
her. She─she may never know whether it was broke or not. MRS. 
PETERS (takes the bottle, looks about for something to wrap it in; takes 
petticoat from the clothes brought from the other room, very nervously 
begins winding this around the bottle. In a false voice). My, it’s a good 
thing the men couldn’t hear us. Wouldn’t they just laugh! Getting all 
stirred up over a little thing like a─dead canary. As if that could have 








13. In twenty-two years I haven’t had a whole day of happiness... And you’ll 
trail after them, just like me, hoping they won’t be so mean that day or say 
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14. Regina. Deny your heads off. You couldn’t find a jury that wouldn’t weep
for a woman whose brothers steal from her. And you couldn’t find twelve
men in this state you haven’t cheated and who hate you for it. (Hellman,







15. Ben (he picks up his coat, then turns to her)... I say to myself, years of
planning and I get what I want. Then I don’t get i t . But I’m not
discouraged. The century’s turning, the world is open. Open for people
like you and me. Ready for us, waiting for us. After all this is just the
beginning. There are hundreds of Hubbards sitting in rooms like this
throughout the country. All their names aren’t Hubbards, but they are all
Hubbards and they will own this country some day. We’ll get along.











16. Alexandra... (Tensely) Well, tell him for me, Mama, I’m not going to stand
around and watch you do it. Tell him I’ll be fighting as hard as he’ll be
fighting. (Rises) some place where people don’t just stand around and
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